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BESSIE: Looked more like a fit to me,
SHEPPEY: Never been fits In my family,
BESSIE: I expect it was the champagne.

SHEPPEY; Fourteen and nine a bottle.   Couldn't \e been
that. You sa\v me pay for it yourself.

BESSIE: You not being used to it and all.

SHEPPEY: Frn feeling better now.  FU just ?ave a set down

for a minute.
BESSIE: Fll help you,

[He gets up on Ms feet and sits doi^n again in tbt chair.

SHEPPEY: I'll be aE right in two shakes now.  Don't you
bother about me.  I can look after rneself.

BESSIE: How are you going to get home?

SHEPPEY: Bus from Piccadilly Circus.

BESSIE: You're not fit to go by bus.  You ought to take a

taxi.
SHEPPEY: My old woman II think me off me nut if she sees

me driving up in a taxi.
BESSIE: Well, a taxi you'll take, my boy.   I don't think

you're fit to go alone either.   Like me to come with

you?
SHEPPEY: I shall be all right. I don't want you to neglect

your work for my sake.

BESSIE: Oh, that's all right.   Trade's slack at this sort of
time anyhow.  I shall get back before things get busy.

SHEPPEY: Well, I don't mind telling you I do feel a bit

queer.
BESSIE: The sooner you get home the better.   Where's

your hat?

SHEPPEY: Through that door* and me coat's with it. [She
goes out and comes In again immediately with Ms hat an
That's very good of you, Frn sure.